SOME LETTERS OF
again to brave the blustering rigors of the west, if it did not seem such abandoned selfishness to do so. For me to go East now would not only be to "break a trace," but to break for a hasty feast the little pot of honey I have stored up by much noon-day toil to serve for a long long starveling joy next summer and the winter after. I shall only be able to pull through the winter on the prospect of nine months of golden liberty at the end — the epithet being, let me hasten to add, notably metaphorical.
The Singer refuses to comfort my exile with so much as a shed feather of song. My letters lie unanswered and my tear-bottles cumber the Dead-Letter Office. Wherefore are these thusly? Ah me, to walk in a country of dim many-colored bushes, beside bright-breathing waters! To hear the shy bird that woke at evening in the breast of my friend! Selah.
I was glad to hear you liked the Atlantic article. I am in a state of rawness and jealousy when praise of even a pot-boiler makes me lick the hand of the giver. Desperate is the pass of all little Gods who say after the sixth day, "This is my handiwork, and lo, it is mostly Lolly-pop!"
Divinely yours,               W. V. M.arlier manner.
